RETURN IN WINTER

THE rural habit has always been, intermittently, an urban
fad, but never in such wide extension as in this century, which
has made week-enders of us all. Every man in his humour
and seeking his especial need, we have learnt to travel, or to
hanker, outwards now on Saturday. Outwards from the con-
fines of town and suburb and from the barriers of ourselves.
For though the absolute introvert will defensively seek and
stay in the country merely because it is depopulated, his less
hardened sympathiser, though of more or less similar in-
clination, will know that nature makes good contemplatives
of those who have first looked outward to contemplate her.
And all the rest of us, who have little time or hope to extend
our souls, still wish now and then to observe the ways of
quietude, under a quiet sky. So, modishly and with much
noise of telephoning and starting up, we arrange and set out
upon our week-ends.

Since these have averagely little in them of what we might
be guessed to have come seeking, they are pathetic. For
surely, however merely gregarious or fidgety or snobbish the
immediate reason of any week-end party may be, its essential
is that it takes place in the country, thereby implying in its
participants some other need than each other's encouraging
society. We forget of course that wherever we go we take our-
selves and that everything we desire may only be assimilated
through that muddy filter. We forget that excellent things
are not to be attained simply by dashing off to where they are
said to be.

It is a limited truth that nothing is anything except by con-
trast. Contrast is, admittedly, a dramatiser, and the week-
ender dramatises country life for himself by living in town.
But the dramatic is ordinarily only a flash-in-the-pan way of